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I~ htfnotig.YOU0 n aitrusiied into the-tprStr*ngely .nougl4 bowever the, wbere Mr&. Marston was stl iifc tt, - àsnot iissed- until early to the tht.. son-y littIt ofta,-the venngand theu, as Mary Bat in a row before ber. 'b.d foretold, was Uncle Ned wbo Don't scold them ny. 1l'ruae tt dscoeryNan P"Ijucle Ned exclaimed , 1Hàdld, Nan,»lbe exclaimed, as lie snatcbed uP; bis dresa-suit case ;&-
r 'lal a fit of restlessness, aut turned toward the door. ",.My tsiintob tii. ball, «wbat have you donc leaves in ten minutes. I j%îet loolnwitb -the Victory? 1 thought you in to tell Mary tbat the Victory,

bad decided to keep bier bere.» defeated for everi Good-bye,-,ai"The Victoryl-" exclaimed Mms.lbe was gone.
Marston, fOlloîwing hum. "WIhyl» Mrs. Marston brri-ed out on idAnd tiien there was a dead silence, pia2za, brut only in time to sqm,during wbich jack grew big-eyed and tali blackc figure striding down fdumb witb terrar in bis corner, and road. Against the gate leai-Mary turned ted and white by Teacher Rruth..
tiurn, wbule Harold, gifted witb a Ned'S SÎster parused a momentgreaterý presence of mind, made good dasb a sudden moisture freinbis escape throrugh a window. eYes; tiien she went quickly doiMrs. Marston stepped hastily back the patb and slipped lier arun aixta the sitting-room, and the tell-tale the girl.faces of the two children declared "Teacber Rruth," she wbisperctheir gruilt ta lier. PlaYfully, "tell me, have you ciWbere it, my VictorY." she had a 'thrillr"'asked; brut neither responded; only Rutb trurned and looked up at h

Maybrs no er.witb shy, glowing eyes. Against là"Is it broken?» asked ber mnother. soft muslin kerchief, rising and fiBut the child shook bier head. ing witb every breath, lay a glorio
"WbMere is it?" Mrs. Marston, re- tiger lily.
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